A    WINDOW    IN    THRUMS

he cam awa up to see if I was ony better.   He

didna lat on to the other weavers 'at he was

comin' to see what like I was.   Na, he juist

said he'd forgotten a pirn, or his cruizey lamp,

or onything.    Ah, but he  didna mak nae

pretence o' no carin1 for me aince he was inside

the hoose.   He came crawlin* to the bed no to

wauken me if I was sleepin', an' mony a time

I made belief 'at I was, juist to please him.

It was an awfu' business on him to hae a young

wife sae helpless, but he wasna the man to cast

that at me.   I mind o* sayin' to him one day

in my bed, * Ye made a poor bargain, Hendry,

when ye took me.'   But he says, * Not one

soul in Thrums '11 daur say that to me but

yersel, Jess.   Na, na, my dawty, you're the

wuman o' my choice; there's juist one wuman

i* the warld to me, an* that's you, my aia

Jess/   Twa   aa*   twenty   years   syne.   Ayt

Hendry called me fond like names, thae no

weryday names.   What a straucht man he

wasl

** The doctor had said he could do no more for
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